LONG TERM PLAN, ANYBODY? 


The People's Shitposts/Marcel S. Mansfield 


With enough time and an almost unlimited supply of cigarettes, there’s 
plenty of time to ruminate. (I promise I’m not that unemployed guy from TikTok.) 
This generation, my generation of the 1990s, is stuck in a very strange place, 
because we, along with succeeding generations, are teetering on the edge of total 
destruction while ripping the ever living shit out of our impending doom. Will we do 


anything about it? Who knows. 


We seem to be that generation riding the emotional wave of non conformity 
while being without the economic means to do so. This is not to say that those of 
the 1960s had it easy, but certainly the deposit for a house then couldn’t quite cover 
a weekly food shop now. Perhaps it was an opportunist move to take advantage of 
that postwar boom, when vast segments of the economy were becoming socialised at 
quite a rapid pace. The leverage afforded by wartime grants and seizures provided 
the perfect means to take into public ownership various institutions and chair the 
helm from there. Of course, that didn’t last. It’s just a shame that what the 
Marxist-Leninists call provisional demands — and this is a good line to take, 
rendering union activity merely provisional — did not even last. No, after decades of 
privatisation and asset stripping coupled with more ceaseless expansion, we find 
ourselves on the unique end of a stick: unable to afford a home because of Netflix 
subscriptions or something. (While there is perhaps a slice of truth and no more 
in the statement that small bills add up, it is also a fastidious level of bullshittery to 
claim that systemic and structural problems, such as the artificial re/production of 
desire into the Society of the Spectre, the diversion of meaning across infinite data 
points, coupled with decades of macro economic mismanagement, are not to blame. 


No, not at all. It is the stupid zoomer with an iPhone who is solely responsible.) 


We could, with some spine, have it all very differently. We could, if we 
wished, re-rail a set of provisional demands and insist, stubbornly and endlessly, 


that these are merely provisional, and that the real, end goal is going to be wildly 


transformative of the stale, dull dross we experience today. We could, if we wanted, 


have all that and more. But we don't. 


Spinoza’s Cartesian shadow has cast a long line if you consider that he was 
among the first to ask a very simple question: how is it that people come to desire 
their own oppression? A bulk of 20th century continental philosophy (fuck the 
analytical school, it’s boring) was attempting to grapple with this question, 
developing it as fast as they could when the cigarette smoke in the room cleared 
enough to allow a little vision. Enter Adorno, Horkheimer, Habermas, Freud, 
Lacan, Foucault, Deleuze and Guattari (and some others I’m sure I’ve forgotten to 
name). The end result of all of this, while being a rather mixed bag to say the least, 
is that the answer isn’t simple: there is no singular point of reference from which 
people come to not just expect but desire their own repression. Freud gives us the 
argument that taboos represent a signpost — anywhere there is taboo, there is 
socially-reinforced repression of libido — while Foucault tells us that the dynamic is 
not unilateral but discursive, because we can deploy such repression in the power 


game of a giant chessboard. 


Essentially, power is everywhere. How it looks will depend entirely on how 
it’s deployed, consumed, re-deployed, re-consumed and so on. We will never be rid of 
power. Political apathy, so widespread (and justifiably so), is yet another power 
move: it’s the stage of consumption before redeployment. Ever eaten so much for 
the main course that you need to “rest” before dessert? It’s that, but everywhere, all 


the time. 


The key is the reversibility of power. What channels open up in any and 


every situation which may allow some path to escape domination? 


We are born too late to experience a society without governments, without 


prison apparati and its cops, without institutionalised education, without symbols 


abstracted and emptied of all meaning, producing for meaning and for benefit 
rather than for extraction and for profit. This is what Marx and Engels, in terms 
very much of their day, referred to as “primitive communism”. While the critique of 
the technological system has mounted substantially in recent decades, and rightly 
so, the point is that something producing human freedom existed and persisted for 
the majority of the anthropocene. It is only relatively recently that technologies of 
absolute repression developed, mapped, since the industrial revolution, on the 
enclosure model, whereas before it was mapped in more spectral and metaphysical 


terms (this is not to say preferable). 


The idea that these societies are impossible (much like the impossible object 
of the taboo — something unattainable, something profoundly unclean and 
undesirable yet desirable too, or intensely ambivalent, if you will), that theyre 
utopian dreaming, is none other than the hive-minded shittery which prevails at 
the expense of dreaming and daring. If you're the sort whose dreams can be 
suspended entirely for a pay cheque, you re exactly where they want you. If your 
life becomes all about the grind and the hustle, ready up the face paint and your red 
nose, because you might as well be the reincarnation of the court jester but without 
the privilege of actually making sharp criticisms of the powers that be. Is that what 
you want, your entire līfes work reducible to a Tommy Shelby meme and some 
Alpha Male bullshit quote piece on Instagram? The system is always one step 
ahead unless you dare to dream outside of its possibilities. The evidence that all 
that freedom is attainable, if not found in theory, can be found in practice through 
the numerous anthropological and ethnographic pieces which demonstrate that 
societies do in fact thrive under conditions of actual freedom (that which we are 
born too late to experience) and that the human being is realised where goods are 


free and knowledge is meaningful, not just information or sound bites. 


Before the cries of reaction sound their loudest, this is not some “retvrn” piece 


either. I am not suggesting that we attempt to blast human society into the same 


conditions which prevailed and do persist for hunter-gatherer communities. No, 
their dignity is impenetrable and the indigenous voice warrants all the effort of 
respect and preservation if you, like me, are not indigenous but in a position to 


speak out against the forces of destruction wearing a set of Mickey Mouse ears. 


The more I think about it, the more I realise that Rammstein’s line, "Were all 
living in America”, is genius. Simple, yet sharply observant enough to point out 
that the starving children of the global South are not, in fact, fine just because 
theyre wearing a Coca-Cola brand t-shirt. But that’s okay, because those “nasty 
savages” are “modernising”, no? Theyre “catching up” to us — “look, he has a Pepsi 
t-shirt on!” Simply “living in America” is not a patch-all for the deep rooted, 
substantial and existential problems which are mounting every day. It’s the 
cultural equivalent of a plaster on a severed limb. I dare say that a current 
extension of Lenin’s observations on imperialism could also extend to say that 
technological imperialism, rather than purely capital (although it may have its 
roots in capitalism all the same), constitutes the basis of contemporary 
disempowerment. Definitely do not point this out, though, because it’s very easy to 
disguise extraction and brutalisation under the guise of “modernising” the shit out 


of territories with arbitrary lines drawn around them. 


What the fuck is it that compels someone to think that entire populations 
made dependent on an imported apparatus because we've polluted the shit out of 
everything is a good thing? The apparatus causes the problem and solves the 
problem by creating more problems. The cycle of dependency, and therefore 


exploitation, continues. 


Were born just at the right time to bear witness to the ongoing erasure of the 
critiques and the struggles, just at the right time to see the patronising and 
condescending tone bear down that this is all simply “the cost of living comfortably”. 


What comfort is there in generalised mental illness? How much is too much? What 


about the comforts of a totally disconnected, alien society of little atoms, scattering 
around as though their spreadsheets are the difference between life and death — 
where’s the comfort there? It's okay, because the world is being dragged “up to 
speed” or something. Indigenous resistance points out this dragging-up and 
sharply condemns it as something which cannot simultaneously permit the 


participation of those peoples and those voices who it is claiming to “modernise”. 


Awareness of this is one thing, acceptance (or non acceptance) another. No, 
while I am not trying to blast us into some hunter-gatherer or copycat-indigenous 
(read as: appropriative) form of existence, I am saying that the onward struggle 
must be prepared to learn lessons too. The first lesson being that another world, a 
social world, a world soaked with meaning and embodied value, is possible. It is 
still here in remnants and to listen to that may shape the form of resistance which 
is picking up in the West, albeit still very much beneath the surface. For example, 
the deliberate use of an inanimate object to capture the animate tendencies/spirit of 
authority — the “fetish object” in anthropological terms — as a way of subverting 
human authority while binding communities to an agreement presents a profound 


disregard through wilful suspicion of the most well intentioned proclamations. 


I do not mean to say that we should not listen to anyone at all, but that we 
need to be thinking of ways which are living, active subversions of the impossible 
authority prevailing under the current capitalist order of things. Locate that 
authority and think of ways to go around and beyond it. The impossibility of this 
authority under current conditions is made such through a dense web of codes, 
complexes, expectations, pressures, repressions — you name it — all invested into the 
locus of a human being whose default innocence, as all life is innocent, we recognise 
at the matrix of the face (shout out again to Levinas). It will be impossible to deal 
with this unless we learn to ignore, and disregard wilfully, in the name of suspicion, 
those which the Marxist tradition refers to as “class enemies”. In other words, 


make power at a structural level reversible. 
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As soon as ways and meaning of beginning to subvert this power at large 
come into existence, they are tarnished again. Working to rule is one thing, 
refusing work another — both rendered utterly meaningless if they are treated as 
ends in themselves rather than provisional ends. The critique continues to bleed 
through to observation and condemnation of the entire mode of shaping which 
exists outside of the working environment. It’s useless to claim rebellion if you 
continue to model your entire identity on your consumption patterns or relate to the 


world through an anecdotal take on the latest Marvel film. 


We could have it all very differently if we wanted to. That freedom could no 
longer be utopian if it were realised that the concerted effort of a People’s War, of 
forcing that structural power to be reversed, as with all micro power 


dynamics, might just pay off. 


Metaphorically speaking, pregnancy is a condition wholly ambivalent. It is 
technically one and two at the same time. At what point does one officially become 
two? Or does it simply remain one through expressive and emotional continuity, the 
love of a parent for a child? To borrow from Nietzsche, even at the individual level 
the entirety of our ethical existence is one which can be likened to pregnancy: that 
endless ambivalence or gray area of one and two, a history and a future, a past and 
a present, which repeats its rhetoric with about the same degree of ferocity that can 
be expected in the manipulative headlines of the next socially-conditioning tabloid. 
The difference is that this ambivalence allows, in small gaps, for the existence of 


something else, something new. It is this gap which needs to be breached. 


Are we born too late for that? Will we do anything about it? Who knows? 


We could just continue along the same line, allowing this ambivalence to 


manifest as a form of apathy, of doing nothing while complaining about doing 


nothing. Doing nothing while complaining that, ultimately, nothing is being done. 


A 5 minute conversation with the average voter is often long enough to reveal either 
one of two things or the two things together: that nobody can trust politicians 
because they lie, break promises (who made a promise?) and twist the narrative, 
and that voting for X Party is usually the best shot at something (followed by some 
campaign slogan — “long term economic plan”, anybody? Of course the irony is that 
when economic planning and long term planning are mentioned usually, the 
recourse is to some crying about statism or something; however, when the 


Conservatives do it, it’s making Britain great again or something. I’ve digressed.) 


The matter of fact is that, any which way things go, the voter will be sold out 
for some extremely domineering and powerful interest, and the same voters will be 
happily sacked up and packed up to be shipped off to some shithole warzone if the 
political circumstances were ripe for it. The embarrassment of the pre-2024 
government change (“seamless” change, of course, owed to the methods of the 
corporate world) which attempted some deranged form of “national service” (or at 
least spoke about it) wasn’t the horror in itself, it just was not the right time for 
such talk. Given different circumstances, it may well have paid off. The truth is 
that the classes invested in the military industrial complex just haven’t vested their 


interests enough at the given time. 


The great meme that has become Ted Kaczynski, for what it’s worth, 
committed a chapter to one of his books about how, mathematically, a society and its 
flows cannot be calculated with accuracy. This may be the case. However, it should 
be noted that this is the same kind of reasoning often deployed by capitalist 
economists to justify the “invisible hand of the market” bollocks. It should also be 
noted that this does not diminish the import of public ownership, nor does it remove 
from under the feet the necessity of socialising the economy so thoroughly that 
exploitative modes of extraction, extractive practices which solidify over and above 
the worker, becomes impossible. It is these practices which mean that most of the 


time a Netflix subscription is all that can be afforded after the landlord, who 


probably has too much leverage anyway, gets a fair whack in rent. It’s a bit like the 


most depressing warm bath imaginable — it doesn’t even really soothe the senses. 


The point is that we needn't be afraid about pushing for policies, provisional 
policies, which have as their aim public ownership across the board. Sweeping 
changes will only occur when there is substantial, meaningful and tangible 
democratic involvement, the ability to participate and make decisions across the 
board. Opening up the brackets to permit that level of participation from those who 
it concerns most directly, while defining neatly a zone of exclusion for those who 
need the economist equivalent of horny jail (Deleuze — libido/desire is everything, 
even fascism) because they couldn’t let go of their profit margin fetish, is the way 
forward. This means public ownership, and the nationalisation of institutions and 
arrangements as a temporary measure towards socialisation in a fuller sense of the 


word. 


What this process will look like is difficult to tell. It more than likely will 
involve some official demolition, perhaps some asset stripping, perhaps the wilful 
destruction of ecologically harmful or damaging plant equipment — I don’t know. But 
maybe a little bit of demolition here and there is a small price for a healthy outlet 
built upon years and years of senseless containment and extortion. It is a process 
which will only begin properly when we move past the short sighted concerns of the 
average union ballot. Yes, absolutely ballot for higher pay, for better conditions and 
so on — I would be the last person to decry that. But that is a minute battle within 


the war, not the war itself. Mistaking this has cost dearly. 


At a more fundamental level, I would bet that most if not all people are dimly 
aware of the fact that an average walk through a town centre comes with the sweet 
package of inhaling fuck knows how many industrial chemicals lingering around 
the air. Pollutants abound. When it isn’t in the air, it’s in the food — the cheaper, 


the more affordable, the better. Snares for the poor are set up in such a way that, 
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when being kept poor, the only options are to indulge in the hyper-processed realm 
of ready meals. Even assuming that cooking from scratch is marginally healthier 
(is it? Probably, but probably also not by much, because there’s fucking microplastic 
in all of that stuff too), perhaps it isn’t a lack of will but a lack of affordability. The 
gas on which we rely to cook because of the way the system is built turns into record 
profits for various companies and huge dividends for various shareholders. In a 
world where record profits are made and people are going without, physically as 
well as socially and mentally, is the truth of the matter really that difficult to see? 
The system is a snare and it fucking hates you as much as it hates me — at least 
that’s how it goes most of the time. All the same, I would bet that most people do 


not enjoy inhaling or consuming their own slow, polluted demise. 


The only time perpetrators actually care is when the threat is sufficient to be 
made good, that is, that they may be the victims of asset stripping, that people don’t 
want to be polluted with their petrochemical trash any more, that cheap 
entertainment on tarmacked estates is no replacement for the meaningful 
community surrounded by the harmony of the nature around them — that their 
whole system may collapse like dominoes because the strait jacket condition is no 


way to live. 


Ripping the shit out of the situation for all its tragedy is certainly a coping 
mechanism and one which, I fear, we would not be without. At the same time, the 
calls for genuine change are mounting — some of them correct calls, others more 
opportunist. We all know that any officialised Left movement has long been 
defanged — the system only permits the acceptance and circulation of things which 


it may incorporate into its own. 


Life at almost every level is stolen out of us. At the most basic level, those 
things on which we depend to survive come with the terms and conditions of some 


form of indenture in some way. Compared to the aforementioned “savage”, 
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“primitive” peoples, who often sustain an ethical law that nobody goes hungry, 
perhaps a long hard look in the mirror — and not, as is fashionable in the banking 
world, to do a line — is worth its while. People who maintain social equilibrium 
without the need for murder, prisons, cop cities, ecocide, institutional confinement 
and confining education are the people who have the most to teach us. Coupled 
with a People’s War, a sustained effort of our own to dismantle the system through 
acknowledging which policies are provisional and which are longer term — who 


knows? 

We could even begin to recover and build such systems for ourselves, ones 
which don’t destroy, pillage and loot the ever living shit out of the earth, providing a 
place for the spiritual as well as the material development and enrichment of 


people. 


While that doesn’t mean a descent into nihilism, it’s worth asking once more: 


Will we do anything about it? Who knows? 


ENDNOTE 
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The cartoons are radical adaptations of Felix the Cat, which seem to circulate 
īn Marxist and Anarchist circles guite a bit. The panel used in this PDF comes from 
an account on Instagram by the name of "the.mirror”. Pm not sure about it apart 


from that. 


A theme I sense will become common with my work for the time being is that 
it may be noticed that I have not submitted any formal references or bibliography. 
This is because I do not feel that I have cited any particular thinker with sufficient 
depth or specificity to warrant referencing formally. If, however, I do at any point 
do that, then of course I will reference thoroughly — not out of a regard for 
“intellectual property”, but because it is only fair game to credit the work of another 


when utilised at length. 


Another theme I sense will become common with my work is the hope that 
the rambling and informal tone of what I write doesn’t detract from the desperately 
serious nature of what it is about which I write. Things are fucked, and they’re 


about to get so much worse unless something changes. 


Read theory, put it into action, campaign, push and keep alive the flame of 


peace and hope. 
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